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"That is no business of yours. I have my lib-
erty."

Placquevent searched him to find out whether he
had cartridges about him.

They were about to imprison him provisionally.

Bouvard interposed.

"No use," replied the mayor; "we know your
opinions."

"Nevertheless-----"

"Ha! be careful; I give you warning.    Be careful/'

Bouvard persisted no further.

Gorju then turned towards P6cuchet: "And you,
master, have you not a word to say for me?"

Pecuchet hung down his head, as if he had a
suspicion against his innocence.

The poor wretch smiled bitterly.

"I protected you, all the same."

At daybreak, two gendarmes took him to Falaise.

He was not tried before a court-martial, but was
sentenced by the civil tribunal to three months' im-
prisonment for the misdemeanour of language tending
towards the destruction of society. From Falaise he
wrote to his former employers to send him soon a
certificate of good life and morals, and as their signa-
ture required to be legalised by the mayor or the deputy,
they preferred to ask Marescot to do this little service
for them.

They were introduced into a dining-room, deco-
rated with dishes of fine old earthenware; a Boule
clock occupied the narrowest shelf. On the ma-
hogany table, without a cloth, were two napkins, a
teapot and finger-glasses. Madame Marescot crossed
the room in a dressing-gown of blue cashmere. She
was a Parisian who was bored with the country.